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4.re you too young a woman to imi-in- t how :ha:
stems to a woman?"

She was down on her knees by the boy wi .h an
rm about his T'Jta-linene- d figt r-- .

"Philip lieten. I've lost m" boy. K a rcss
the oceJi, and I can't have him all the time. Will
you come :ften av.d let me vetend you're my boy?
And adietever mother co'e we'll liko that
belter. Will ;ou?"

Philip looked in her eyre, considering.
"Yesh, I vvill," he said at length. His fat hnd
--feat up slowly, fr he 'as a deliberate lad always,to her theek "I ovesh you,'' be said.

When he out crumpled i.om Mrs. Gordon's
ains she Jfted her face and her t ye were dim.
Bui Philip had ao sentiment. "

"Mother told me not to mush my hlou-:h,- he
.eproached her.

got to be a familu-- r ev-t- t to ece). PL-di-p driv-:u- g
off behind Mrs Gordon's horses, sometimes

decorously i.iside w.th h s nuie, but oftener asso-ciati'.- ig

with tie liveried gentlemen on the bcx
hich he ref-j-red- . The beautiful woman's af-

fection, vas wide enough to take rne in, so that
often I wea" wi.h him. yet she certainly was hap-
piest when she had him alone. More than once I
met my person driving in the city, with hia
toster mother, and received, if he happened to bo
orccerned with the horses, a preoccupied salute It
was so that affairs went on for three years, the tie
becoming closer, until Mrs. Gordon counted foi
much in my life, and Philip at least for much ia
hers. gTwo years after the encounter in the elevato'
Philip and I went to her one day for lunch. I sat
at '.r.e piano, playing, after the meal, when throughthe ehords I heard a cash, and I whirled toward
where 1 had last seen Philip, for h's freedom here

aiove tt.'.s war a rrown, and on either fide of the
crown a flet.--- ? ?r. The painting was done in
ir: til as i' tattooed into the ch.'na, Mrs.
Gordon's i ngers fitted tne pieces tor-'the- r, and I
watched, quietly, my am around gui'ty Philip."It n be put 'eth?r; it's only taree piecesand a "og," the do ided. "Doa't lock so tragi-- .
Philip w.ll l.e af.aid c--f me. You mustn't be
Trighteoed, Philip,'' she bced him And then,"I shawl like my cip better than before, because
it will me Chink of my American boy.""That arcent has brought back a great deal."
r.he cvid. "Things that I like to remember, that
I do rememl-e-r al...ys, yet wh.ch stir tne loo much
tor eeryt.y ;lving when they come vividly, as

I've never . t anyone " sae went on, "ana.
today I feel as !f I wanted to." I l.ept very still,bat the kne.v that she had n.y whole interest

" Would you like to have me tell ;ou a stcty?"rhe asked, iesitatlng.' I?"' It's a very personal stoiy about myself 'n
my young day?. Maybe it isn't so d.amatic as 2

think it; maybe you wouldn't be interested
"I'd love it, I'd love it," I said eagerly, a.nd :he

great light eyes smiled.
"It's just the day," she coasidered. "fcww

outs'de. fire inside, plenty of lazy time, and tne
lad over there to make me feel as "f I were litirit over. My Philip was his fc.e. It w.as when I
was vith my father in Paris, thirty years ago, vhn
you were a baby. Of course I met everybody myfather was our Minister to France and one f
the first people I met was the Due d . No."
She pulled herself up. "I' won't tell yo his
name. You'd know it, and I wouldn't be 9 free
to tell the rest. I've said his title a garral-ou- s

old person so we'll just all him the Duke."

v ", ' r

As the bov had bi ought us together, so it was
he who happened laat summer on tne answer to
my Question aocut tie Imua. "What happene:.""'
I had asied br. And tile had answered. "No
one ecr knew '

Through i hilip I know. I i'aould have gone Jar
afield in iig beioru T ittfc-- t a hermit
mot.i of iha Canadian forests vould give me,
vithc.it a soid spoKeii. a fuli vnswer to that ques-tir- n,

"W'aat happened?"
It carr.e about i.i tbis ar"-- The boy, new

ele-'-n- , and I; went together last summer to Can-
ada. His fitl-a- r was to join us li-te- r at Lake St.
J.-h- but in meantii-e-- w v, ere doing Mon-
treal a:.d Qt.rbec together till pf. last one rrorringwe dowx. the precipice roads of Quibec in
a c.aleche, to i.s.ie traiafsr Koberval. The liu-i- L.

StatWa was filled witTtrTolubl French-Caua-ci-.t-- .s.

We arrive into such a rush and bustle as
the Cential station in New York never achiave.
SuJaenly h caught "hand. "Look, mother,
the wonderful

glanced up, startled, straight it-t-
o ti wider?"

mcnea blue eyes of p. t.iTF-ms- ji close to ius tfee
pirest. Put he dii not notice me. He vrp.s stor-
ing ut PI i.ip as if astounded by tae child's face,
lue look Cashed swiftly to me and then it calmed
tn ijidiff-renc- a. I knew this striking axd pictr.r- -'

e3que vi3iox; to be a monk of La Trasp-- , probably
from the monastery which stands like 6. lonely

beyend the frttst edee oi cmliztltlou,
far beyond Lake St. JcLr. down the wild river
I.listasfaini. "

Again the monk passed. Anywhere, Jn any
dress, the man t ould have ben remarkasie. H
white gown flapped about his angles a foot, betew
tne long black cape, and his btg figure swung aSoa,' .
with a vigor which made one think of soldiers a
fighting more than of monks and mor.a.ter!e.
carried his big, square head, as the "saying is, like &
Prince. Yet th blue eyes were furtive with ehy-nes- s,

like the of a wild thing unused to pea- -,

pie. It was impossible to guess his age. He might
have been anywhere :rom forty to seventy,

In a rew seconds he disappeared; but rhaa at
the last moment before the train started aa its
rattling way wo went to our sats '.n the tumble-
down parlor car, Loth-- of us were enchanted to find
him seated in a chair across from our own. His
strong, square-jawe- d face,-- , was impenetrable, his
eyes were fixed on a boo.k of prayers, hut as we
settled ourselves he suddenly lifted them and
opened them ,wide on Philip and smiled a smile
which transfigured his whole look with gentle-
ness. I caught my breath in astonishment, for it
seemed to reveal an individuality intense beyond
tiiy experience. The child turned to me in wonder.

The oars bumped along, creeping up mountains,
through untouched forests, and past wild lakes, the
only thread which ties the ancient French settle-
ment of Roberval to the civilized world. As they
bumped I tried not to stare at the splendid statue
of black and white which sat. opposite, motionless,
withdrawn. A big yellow topaz ring which he
wore drew my eyes Ljke a.nyagnet. Whatever I
tried to do I found myself gazing at the stone.
Why should he wear a ring, I "wondered. His eyes
hardly lifted from his. prayer book for an hour,
for two hours, but all at once he seemed to grow
restless, and he picked up a folder of the railroad
2ying by him and read it here and there, and
cropped it and sighad, and went back to his prayer
iiook. Then he stopped reading and stared from
the window, his massive face set into sad lines, the
blue, car eyes gazing unseeingly at depths of
dark forests and steep mountains. What menfOr
ries, 1 wondered, lay back of the face which had
softened so extraordinarily to smile at Philip. I
recalled the account I had read of the Trappist
monks, the most forbidding of all ' brotherhoods,
how they may never speak even to one another. 5t

except with the grim greeting, "remember death";
how they dig a part of their own graves every day.
I shivered as I thought of these and other grue-
some details.

Meanwhile the monk had gone back to the fold-
er; be read it restlessly for half a page and '

tossed it from him.; It was evident that he was
in dire need of something that might help him to
kill his thoughts.. An impulse too quick for rea-
son made me do a'thing which I could not have
done in cold blood. A magazine lay. under my
hand p.nd I held it to him;

"Won't you have this?" T asked.
His eyes flashed to mine surprised, and then the

wonderful smile changed the stern face again ut-
terly. Ho was on his feet, and making me a
courtly bow as he took it; no word, but tho smile
And the r.ction were like words, and in two mln-t.te- s

he was devouring the pages like a starved
raan; It was as if an Earth citizen exiled to Mars
should have the first news from his world. Wjjiile
he read, the joggling car tossed the folder at my
feet, and I picked it up. It was an advertisement
for the Quebec & Lake St. John Railway, and
gave pictures and descriptions! of places to be
reached hy that road. Turning the page II came
oa an rtconnl of the La Trappe monastery an the
Misiaasiai River. I read it: it was bare enough,
yet full of significance, as 1 saw the hem of the
white gown opposite; and facing the text, run-
ning lengthwise of the page, was a picture. I
shifted the leaf and saw a group of white-robe- d

men; and in the center, the only oao aeated. ' was
the priest, who sat across tho car reading my
magazine. There was no mistaking tho face or
figure, and on his hand one could see plainly area
in the small photograph, the great yellow topaz.
Under the picture I read "The Abbott and Hlonks
of the La Trappe Convent on the Mistassiai." My
monk was the Abbot1..

la the meantime Phiiip was being a great ntai-aan- ce.

Wc were in the last car: and he insisted,
with the winning and plausible roanaer which
often quiet3 my reason, that tho back platform was
the only part of the train really fitted to carry
him. Pleading with him to he careful, I weakLy

him go there. The door was opnn. I watched
him closely and he held to the rail as he promised,
et I was not comfortable. . All this the Abbott

knew he did not look up, yet I knew he ki.ew it.
The car bounced on an t special toulder, and ho
lifted his head sharply, and threw a glance as the
boy, clinging enchanted outside; then he lc-ok-

rquarely overt aic and shook his head. I should
have ordered the youngster in, but T did riot. I
only smiled gra-efull-

v and eut nui, and saw that
Philip was steed y a-- bratd with toth h.r.n.1 and
decided that he v,--;. r.a 'e, so I went !ate to tio
folder, and m; vres as to wiii th: "won-
derful priest" mij,ht have been. Ten iriantes
later the train began to slow heaviy tor a
station. Then it backed, bumping I paw
the monk put down the magav.ine a' d 50 to tt- -

open door of the car where the boy st; oa. I snw
him lay his hand on tho lirbt ht'f c.tc I sa-.- i

Philip look up and say a word in his 1'; iti-ti-l 'oy:md the Abbott smiled brick, r.nd sLc Aic head
with closed lips. Th'-- b03'.'i s if in a plry,
s :aw him catch the b.-- y in M; ;irms -J hr.ri him
baclrwaid into the j assaijo: lo rT.f ?- -- trf.r. shook
and slid atl our car plu lHied ;ir;:iTift fO'iir Uuto ob-
stacle, and a flying : rf l.l:.-i- ' a$4 'rlJ'C rhot
tb.ough tae air from tB Ji Mnr-.-.- .

I- - wss oLly five but 1:. .oaied an hm;r
Lfore the cat s.opi;ed I wit.- - kttelin!" in tra
trcick by t'-.- e man who Lad oiier-'- life Ttr r.y

opyriht, 1900, bj- - "enj B. Hamptwn.
.

is seldom that a plot harpers in real life.
Dramatic incident? are plenty, and people,IT in genera: do not distinguish, yet there is a
vast differer.ee.

There is a tale which happened and which
seems to me well-fashiove- d, yet because 1

was in it, I may not trust my own judgment, so
I will teU the tle rd let it he Judged.

It began ia Washir-gic- n whsn icy lad Philip
woa five y?ars old- - find euch - hrdojse boy that
I found mysslf wterever I went with
him. On a day I had htm in a big shop, in the

"eieivator. going down. He did not like the plunge
and he clut?ied my hand whi'e the maaTaine slid,
stopped, and draped with a hidoous suddenness.

Next to mo stood a very tall .woman who id
com in at the "act step. I fH her stir as .ver;--oa-e

looked toward -- .. and she bowed h-- u- head :is
a flower Tnigh bid oa its ntal'f over Phi'.ip.

"Thi dear tittle sou!! she said.
Thea I felt a quick nioveme;'. and heard an

exclamation, but I rather expected people to be
startled by the gooa looks of my sor.. I eimply
checked off one more penren rf in
my mind, and th-- i boy and I 'eft tlx elevator and
hurt-ta-d to our cab. I ;:'t the youngster in and
stopped to give the driver an ctder, an-.1- . t that
moment there to a touch on Tity arm.

I turned quickly. There was the tall of
the elevator. I saw her p'amly in this clearer
light ajtd realized at once that she was uncommon.
She was tail beyond te Treasure of women five
feet eleven inches I knew afterwards. She was
not young I think about sixty ;s old end her

sair-w- 3 strong silver. Her eyts wr.re gray
lTg, theie wa olor ,"n her checlis Like gi.l's
bloom. The face wa? radiant. And about her
war the quality which aeris telf without aaer-tlo- n

distinction. She was unu.:stakai?!y "aoae-hody- ."

I saw all this as I stood at the curbstone, Phil
regarding us arnestly from tre cab.

"I teg your rardon' she i;egar. "but I couldn't
fc-- get away. It's such a big world

I might not have found hini again May I speak
to Mm?" and sue here toward him. "Will you
shake hands "th me! ' iJid Philip put out one
hand wfth frienCliness and pulled his cap over hi
left ye with the ohr earef-i- l training ind a
chin elastic batt ing f?r the mastery.

A laugh rang cut, which was istonishiugly
young and fascinating and delightful. I n-e- r

heard a lh so spontanecas, except in children.
She turned to me with her eyes dancing.

"He's a ch."-TiJ- n.r jeison, thi3 son of yours,"
she aid agerly. "And so like! It's a miracle!
But 3 haVt told you i am unpardonable. You
will forgive an old wwaa.'' Her smile would
have made me forgive real things. "The child is
exactly lik my own boy a he used to be indeed
it's not f".cy It's a resemblance. I saw it in
the elevator, and thn T thought I must have im-

agined it, because Philip is always in my mind.
So J. hare followed you to see. And it's a stronger
likeness than I thought. It's like haying my child
little again 10 look at him. (vTin rery glad,'' I told her. "And it'i strange,
but this is a Philip, too."

No'" she said. "Certainly Providence led me
te that elevator." And then, after s. second'st
pause: "Tea mustn't think I'm kidnapping you.
but I leel as if I couldn't lose you and your boy.
Worv't yea lat me know you ? I am Mrs. Cor-
don. T live in Washington. I hope you will let
me show you my son's pictures and prove how

yoar son :s liko him. Will you?"
Of course I slid yes, and in a minute she had my

address. I knew well enough that I was honored
and that I had been talking to a great lady.

"Who is Mrs.' Gordon?" I asked .it dinner that
night. There were ten people at the table and
they all happened to hear, and I think seven or
eight answered with sotre variation of "You surely
murt know." And then my host gave me a short
history of her.

Mrs. Gordon was a daughter of Nathaniel Emory
Hewitt, who had. been Governor of Delaware, Sec-
retary of State, Ambassador to Fiance rf. well-know-

cao The girl had visited in. England and
had met and married young Lord Heringstone, and
a few years later he had died, leaving her, people
said, not ioo unhappy, for apparently he was every-
thing- that a -- woman is well rid of and with a.

child of three or four. A year or two later her
father had been made minister to Frame, and, as
Mrs. Hewitt was dead, she had gono to be at the
head of his house. She lived there three years,
and at the end of that time her engagement was
announced to Admiral Gordon, an Englishman who
had a splendid fighting record.

"How she did it that clever woman I don't
see," said Mr. Van Arden. "He had a great posi-
tion. She met everybody Eng-lis- worth meeting.

I was glad to be at horr.e the next afternoon
when Mrs. Gordon came. While Philip explained
the puppy 'J detail I watched the transparent, ex-

pressive face; a face more filled with youth than
many of eighteen yea: s.

"I see," she consulted with Phil earnestly, "the
puppy can nrn faster because he has lour legs and
you have only two. Bat he hasn't any hands at
all. or arms. Will you bring this charming per-
son to hinch on Thu-sday'- she demanded with an
impulsiveness like a summer breeze, as unexpected
as welcome. Of course, we accepted the invitation
for Thursday.

On Thursday, in the large hous where she l.'ved,
it apupaxed i0 me that the. room3 wore filied with
pictures of my boy. It was" odd to see him lcokiug
at 'me from so many strange osae-- s- Phi!ip as a
Laby. as a toddler of two, as a strapping, square
mac of four, and again, with his legs jegir.ning to
lengthen, just as be was now only all in unknown
clothes. It was strangest to tee him gro . n older

like a "prr;ihecy at 3even and nine and fifteen
and twenty, a splenJid broad shouldered youth
keepiug his promise of beauty. The pictures cul-
minated in tho strong lace, still with my lad's
eyes, of Lord Kcrinistone at thirty-fiv- e, a good
face, which, explained his mother's light-hearted-w-

The son has inherited from the right side;
she wss satisfied with bim.
. S looked at one liknrss after another, and saw,
aa she ahowed them to nc, that this sua was the
cornerstone of her life. It seemed unreasonable
that a woman Ifee this should gc through life with-
out a genuine love affiir. The first marriage mast
have bsn simply two stages, delusion and disap-
pointment, the sfceond miht have been conveni-
ence or ambition even affection anything Lu.
love.

Pnllip, whe he had bcr. extract ;4. Ivtsnpy and
wedged, from bw coat and entnglme-is- , stalkear
to a table whero stooa a pa.'ntinf on ivory of a
child, he regirdco it w:h earuestncM. ai.d .r.'.
Gordon and I waited. "That's ana." he ilci led.
and tarned the question htin denied to cxam-l- n

the riiuni.
"Don't ztop him let him do v. &; fc ctioo'S.

No, I don't want Mm to be careful. I 4o"'t ca.
what he breaks" she 'brew at me. ae 1 tried to
guard' priceless vtsc--s and carved pillar wt of Fior-et:n- e

churches, and cobweb M emt.
from tne stumbling fingers. "It's gift out of
Heskven to see him. It's tbrowiae, off thirty years.

would not til me any more After a long minute
I vfntur-- to speak.

"But." I began, "some.iing hat ned. '

"He ad tins .ade for me " she saii, and she
put the dragon's broken back togothi-r- . "It
was like a tattto dr-n-e on his am when ho was a
youngii er in Japan. He went fhe; e a war ship,
and he ;.nd the other boy officers got themselves
iattoot d. He si owed it to me. lie rDlled up his
e eev-.- s towiag on a itvee at a coun.ry place, and I
was fascinated. It was the firt tattoo 1 had ever
seen. I asked to ree it irice after. Then at a
r.rea.fast in the country, outside of Paris, which
he rave for my father, -y wire.yas put in this
He had had it made at Cits Sevres mani..V.:ory---th- e

t&ttoo duplicated. The handles taken
from an old Japaaese ci-- You ee it ts cuv.oiis
gold." She ceiled at the d.t-gb- n Jemrtltcentl,.,
her iho-.ight- s lar from me. "Hew astonrh-.- H

Vu! I boug.-.- t simply that r.v wins glass had
Le.;n ci-.- then a footain.- - plated this
huge thing before rr.e with a flourish. I rerjem-b-'-- r

hovv my iatho:' lnughed nd how the French
servants stood h.t me from a as I
looked up. And the bank of violets on the trbl&

and the tees and the ?unlisht outs'.ae
in France! I remember it li.-r- e yesterday." I kept
very Jtill.

'"lhat was in the brightes. tin.-;-, before wo-- as

Lad crystallized what we felt. It was as bright
r.nd a? evanescent then as a rainbow, lia-h- t and
brightness and color and not either right or
w?o.--g-

. because unsaid and undefined. That was
tay happiest time. Afterward, when he used all
hia strength to make me marry him; when he won
over my father to help him, it was hard. My fa-
ther thought I ought to marry him,"- - she spoke as
if to herself.

"But you did not," I burst forth. "How could
ycti not?'

Mrs Gordon's gray eyes turned on me. '"How
could I?" site asked, " I ws engaged to tre Ad- -
mn al."

I was too eager now to be afraid "To the Ad- -
miral! I gasped. "Then?

"Yea. He was off on a cruise two year?. We
were to be married when he tame home. It was
not known because of his absence."

""But," I protested, "how could you stop for '.hat?
You weren't in love with the Admiral you were
with the Duke. It meant his happiness and yours

you two, young and full of vitality against an old
man perhaps not capable of intense happiness. It
meant giving up a great thing for a small one."

"Oh, no; oh no, it didn't." The beautiftii face
showed no anger, but impetuous dissent. "It meant
holding to the greatest thing, ihat I 3hould keep
my word. No real happiness comes from sacrific-
ing others. And t t did, what is honor for if not
to lead us through thick and thin? if we might
step aside from the narrow road when we saw joy
shining down another what would faith mean, how
would my boy walk in the path if my footsteps
weren't there? You see, my dear," her full tones
rushed on as if saying words many times thought,
and her face was lighted as if by fire. "You see
it's a mountain climbing affair for everybody, the
road of perfect honor, ttnd each woman, owes it to
her own soul, and to all the other souls of the
world, that her footprints should widen the patha little and level it a little. I had promised the
Admiral at a time when I thought nothing but my
boy would ever matter. I did love him he knew
hew and he was satisfied. His life had been
lonely and he trusted to Philip and me to bring
into it at the end the good things that other men
have all along.

I sighed, convinced perhaps, but unreconciled.
"It may have been right," I said; "but I wouldn't
have done it ever. I think you're one of the
martyrs."

"Hardly," she answered; md then "There are
plenty of people more unhappy than the martyrs.

"But I want to tell you the rest. The Admiral
cr.me back and I married him and went away from
Pars. Sometimes I was in England, sometimes in
America all over the world. He was Governor
of Jamaica at the last and he died there ten years
ago.

Her . eyes wandered contentedly to the last pic-
ture of Lord Heringstpne on her desk. "I've never
felt that I made a mistake," she said.

"But," I began, "did you never see him ?.gain
the Only Man? You spoke as if he were dead."

"Yes," she said. "I saw him once, in London.
The Admiral met him at a club and brought him
to dinner. We were dining alone, and in the
evening niy husband had an engagement and left
us. Philip was there at iiist he was eleven but
he went off to bed, and he end I v, ere alone to-

gether. There wasn't a word spoken except com-aicnpla- ce

fill just as he went.
" "Good-bye- ,' he said, and he did not touch my --

hand; but we looked almost on a level as --
jre were." "It's the last time in this world,' he said

calmly." 'No.' 1 threw at Lira, and he laughed because
J was vehement. But 1 dislixed having him speak
so. "We'll sometimes meet --you're likely to he
in London with your with the Prince. And I'm
likely to bu hor-a- .'

"'His eyebrows drew together and he looked hard
at me.

" "I niay not be here. Things may happen,' he
!"?.id thoughtfully. 'I've dona" my work. So, if I
drop out ;jJ leave not a ripple ' He saw that
he as tearing my soul.

"Suddenly he threw out his hands with a ges-
ture I knew. 'This Ufa is not To leave
it is best.' As if he weighed each word he went
on. 'As long as we have personalities we bcongto each other. Since you will have us e.part in
this world I await He gve me no chance
to answer. 'instantly, quietly, hs said good-'r- y and
was gone. I never saw him again; no one ever
saw him again."

When she did not speak I n.sed, "What hap-
pened""

"No one ever knew. It's supposed he was assas-Linat- ed

that night. The papers rang with his dis-
appearance for days. There was a strong party in
London of those whom he called' 'the others,' and
he had grown so powerful thit they saw in him
their worst menace. Such a fiction, has. alwaysmen ready to do murder. What he said seemed a
premonition of thai; it must have been that. He
wou'.d nr.t :ave t.'vken his own life."

"Ha. ho"'cIe!" I murmured, and then "How
v. t.nderi'ul yju are! You radiate happiness avid
yc you have that Lla'.k shadow " Site turned on
me.

"Shadow?" she repeated. "No, sunlight, bright-ness. You don't appreciate. It c-- enough for a
t?r. No wonder I've been hapjy."

Suddenly her manner had fisshed into every-
day. Se wa oa her feet and rer-r.n- g into the
street, dim witl fp.;t falling snow.

A year later than this afternoon in February,
Mrs. Cordon, hor e n and his wife and their one
rhilj were drowned in a Fhipwi tc which every-
one will remember, on-.- ' of he most whole le acci-
dents of these itay of horrible 3ccidentt. the .hip-xre- rk

of a huge tr. ns Atlai tic 1,'L.er. Two L.m-d'e- .l

lives were lo&t and Sev-r-- 1 Ja.'lies besi'les
thlr une, wb!.e lni,j touched me s'. tlorfely, were
wiped ojt. We found eoie s lotr tha-Mr-

Go.-dr- n had renem v- -r' d Tittle Philip in her
w'il and at the s?n.u t me litre cam- io me froar
hr !avye;e a bo-- , wrich, when opeae '. I found tc
held that 3e tcs loving cup, the text of the storyof the snc.-- af'ernoo". which Itave tried to tell.

Not'.in? she cou'd h- - f-- gf.en me could ha a
seetr.ea 3? Ue th tou .h of her ha id as this

--
PHiMP, ljste:;.

was so insisted upon that I was always alert. He
stood by a cabinet whose glass door he had opened :

a dagger sat with jewels was in his Land, and on
the floor lay a vase or :oving-cu- p, with, three gold
handles, broken. It had stood in the cabirct, aDd
he had knocked it over in reaching for the knife.

"Oh, Phil!" I "1 toll you to be care-
ful"

Sot Mrs. Gordon had flown to him. tlYou
rtustn't scold Philip," she objected. "It was myfault. I told him he could open any of the cabi-
nets. He never does till he asks, and I trust him.
I trust him as much as ever We all have acci-
dents; it isn't his lauit."

The lad stood, his blond ncad white against the
dark curtains, the knire in his hand, at his feet
the broken bright china, the gold handles glit-
tering. He at me with wide eyes. I see
the picture whenever I think of that day, and into
it sweeps a ridiant, tll presence- - protecting tn;
boy.

"'I'm so sorty," I gasped again. "I can't tell
you hew sorry it's such a love!y cup."

"Dan't be sorry," she said, and then I saw her
look down at the piece?, and I saw her face charge."Oh!" I cried. 'It's ettr.rthing yov crj; for a
ci eat deal!"

The big. dusky room was silent: Mrs. Gordon
stood with Philii 's yellow heal against the Ions',
black lines of ber figure: her eyes did not lift
f'ora the wreckage. "Yes " she said, "I do ca-- o

'o-- it." ihen tLe lo"ely gray eye-- . fl?hed up,
'.nd sb! smiled as win as sunlight." ""' lit it stood fo. cD't i,. Ks " she said. "It's
only -n cl.ip . it's r.nly a bijn rhlli.i is a
real .'hint.." h- - and IMssed his hair. "C-ra-

l .ddi'.. weM p'oc up the F.crjrs " In a niomer
Lad Ihem on a table by a w;nd-w- , while Ph'J

end I havred anxiously.
!t wna a ciiious fhing a l.trge loving- - of

S'.-e-s ca:na, with threa handles of Eastern look-
ing, nry yellow gold. Acr-..- . o:i side of it
sprawled in orange color a, two-hade- d dragon- -

lost kt hot."

She drew a breath. and clarped hr long fingersbehind her head.
"It's strange to be talking abot him." she in-

terrupted herself. "I've never done it. He was
the only man in the world. I never saw anybodylike him. He was everything clever, good, "beau-
tiful " She stopped and glanci-- at me and
laughed. "You'll think I'm a silly old peison;I ut you know everybody has a love affair once,

mine missed the cor vatiaaAl ending. I cver
j; 3t over it.

"He hid plenty of faults," she wont on, "butthere was noiaulf. in him to me. He was head-
strong and quick-temper- ed and likejy to do some-
thing irrevocable at second's notice. Ba rclf-forgetti- ng

always to absurdity it was not in him
to he small. It was perhaps his tigness of all
s:its which seemed so perfect to m -- I'm so hie,in one wny If he tai Uvea L 1 --..ould hvbe m a great man.

"You a.e too young to remember," she went
on. "but it was at a confused time in French his-toi- y,

aftrr the war with Ceirrany. The republicwas struggling to ics fe:t and thre vere factious
ortjanl-.c- d reacy to push it ovc-i-. The Bonap-rtist- s

hop-- .' to get back to power; the Orleanists waited
With the Count of Paris ready to seize the throne;tho Lc'timists bad the c of Chambord at the'.r
hea.-- ; .he undercuir-n- t ol French politics was a
whir'pool. Hev.a swarm friend of the President.

is liiv Was an obstacle in the wiy of n. faction, and
I trembled; but he laughed. His saftty w:-.- the
lar.t thing he worried about. Yet " she stoppe".'Tl.a: c.a.es later. I mustn't jui-b- ls thii.gs.

"vVoIl, my dear, h-- ? cared f'-- r me. He had diffl-cv.)- "y

in making me biir-- v it; b';' aboiit lay own
ferllng I ne.er Z.ad any dutbt. He w.-.- s in.tr.ntly,
p. he has always stayed, the only man in the
wo. Id. I had neve1- -

Shr- r.:.ppeu &'-- ' .'iaer d, and tu-oe- h-- r great
cye r me.

I li8d nev-- r be.-- , in 1op" sae went on, aid
lei - ui3 to think i8t I !.

X"ija shs Wets si'eut till I "iea-.- t to tj air ,id sa

f
.'torn

by' The A.:le!Tf.id figti.e lay tV.-r- - pui-it- . whet:.'
er dead, 01 Irrol-en- , or rnerely s'.uaw4 - not
til.. 31aoJ-- robs pt white wi$ ?Ff fictn one
s .oulrter, and on tho great arm ub et, bartu,
was tattooed an orsy-ig- dragon, agd abs' it a
crown a&4 iliow fleur-- d lys.


